The winged warlock was opening portals and unleashing alien threats from other 
dimensions on our world, so when the air force killed him, we thought the danger was 
over—but we were wrong. 


Now, portals open randomly all over the world. Although there's no knowing where 
they'll appear, or what will come through them, the ARD (Alien Research Department) 
says that there’s no need to panic. They say there’s always a blinding blue light fifteen 
minutes before they appear, and in most cases that’s enough time to run or hide. 


Maybe they’re lying to avoid mass panic. Maybe they don’t know enough about the 
portals. Either way, | shouldn’t have trusted the ARD because there’s no blinding blue 
light before | run into a humanoid creature fighting a red flying fish in the woods behind 
my backyard. 


The fish is around two feet long and has three pairs of dragonfly-like wings, while the 
other creature is human-shaped, with the face and exoskeleton of a shrimp. 


The fish spits a flaming orange bubble at the shrimp man. The bubble seems to be 
absorbed by a blue forcefield that flashes over the shrimp man’s body, yet the shrimp 
man keeps sidestepping and hiding behind trees to avoid other bubbles that the fish 
spits at him. 


The shrimp man waits for the fish to stop spitting, and then he launches a blue energy 
ball from his mouth that hits the fish. 


The fish explodes, and the shrimp man suddenly turns his attention to the bush where 
I'm hiding. 


| get up to run, but he gets in front of me before | can take a step. He puts his hands 
around me as if he’s giving me a hug, and heat flows from his chest into mine as 
images flood my mind. 


The images show me that the portal he came through opened inside the town’s indoor 
sports arena. That’s why | didn't see a blue light. 


The images also show me that the shrimp man and the fish creatures were fighting 
because the fish creatures wanted the energy source in the man’s chest. 


Every time the bubbles hit the man’s forcefield, they corrupted the energy so that it hurt 
him. The fish wanted the energy to hurt him so much that he’d release it for them to 
absorb. 


He has transferred the energy to me because more fish are on the way and he's 
exhausted. He wants me to keep it safe for him until he regains his strength. 


He lets go of me and collapses. | have no interest in fighting his battles, so | kneel down 
to wake him up. 


I'm about to put my hand on his shoulder, but | stop because | remember the green 
cloud, and | get an idea. 


The cloud is from one of the portals, and it has enveloped a large part of neighboring 
Ithaca City. Purple aliens that exhale poisonous mist keep emerging from the cloud. No 
one who’s entered it has ever come out, and there's no way to find out what goes on 
inside it. 


Though the aliens don't get far before the spider turrets that patrol the perimeter of the 
cloud shoot them down, | think | can do more. 


The images projected into my mind have shown me how to use the energy, so | get to 
the garage and drive my car out to Ithaca City. Maybe | can use the energy to defeat the 
aliens. Maybe | can use it to save the people trapped in the cloud. 


Two flying fish catch up to my car when I’m a few buildings away from the cloud. 


One of them shoots a bubble that wrecks the engine as the other shoots a bubble that 
smashes through the windshield and hits me on the chest. 


It hurts like hell, and | feel like I’ll black out if I’m hit again, so | get out of the car as fast 
as | can. 


A fish gets in front of me, and | blow it up using a blue ball of energy that surges from 
my chest and shoots out of my mouth. 


The other fish spits a bubble that misses me and hits the car parked behind me, setting 
its alarm off and setting it on fire. 


The alarm distracts the fish, giving me a chance to launch an energy ball and destroy it. 


The alarm also attracts a spider turret, and for the first time it crosses my mind that 
spider turrets may be programmed to destroy all aliens, not only the ones from the 
cloud. 


People say that their blue eyes turn red when they’re about to fire their lasers. I’m ready 
to blast it if its eyes change color, but it looks at me for a second and then it scurries 
away. 


The turret most likely communicates to the others that I'm not a threat because the ones 
| come across after that ignore me. 


| stop at the edge of the cloud. | extend my little finger, and then my hand, and then my 
whole arm into it. | don’t see or feel any damage, so | step in. Once I’m inside, a blue 
forcefield automatically covers my entire body. 


The cloud is thinner inside, so | can see my surroundings. There’s no sign of alien or 
human life, but there is a four-story high crystal glowing in the middle of some buildings. 
Maybe it’s the source of the cloud. Maybe the cloud disappears if | destroy it. 


| get closer to the crystal, and when | open my mouth to fire at it, | notice the shrimp 
man running towards me. 


He stops when he's between me and the cloud. He puts his arms around me, and then | 
begin to feel the energy drain from my chest. 


“Let me get out first!” | shout. 
He either doesn’t understand, or he doesn’t care because he continues draining. 


| try to push him away, but trying to move his arms is like trying to bend a steel railing. | 
can only move after he lets go, and that’s when | can no longer feel the energy inside 
me. 


He sprints away and | follow because | start to feel like I'm drowning in hot water. 


| also feel like I’m wearing concrete boots, so | can't run, but | somehow make it out of 
the cloud. 


As | walk away from the cloud, two spider turrets approach me. They stop in front of me 
and their eyes turn red. 


| try to tell them not to shoot, but instead of words, a cloud of green mist comes out of 
my mouth. That’s when | realize that my clothes have completely disintegrated and my 


skin has turned purple--The toxic purple creatures weren’t aliens. They were just 
humans transformed by the crystal in the cloud, and | have become one of them. 


END 


| have many ideas, but turning them into stories is much harder than expected. | can't 
do it on my own. | need feedback, or any other help you can offer. 


You can email me (stevehallucinator@gmail.com) or message me on Twitter 
(@setpiecemaster). 


You can also click on the link below (or copy/paste it) to donate: 


https://www.paypal.com/donate?hosted_ button id=9V4T7ZHGH8SHU 


